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Beneath H All. 


Author's Notes: 
Just an angsty little fic from the recesses of my mind. 


Dave Mustaine is a one man hurricane, ripping his way through life and leaving a path of destruction and 
heartache behind him. He was living in a Disney world, everything was sparkly and regal. Despite the fact that 
we were living in a shit hole. Having to share beds because we just couldn't afford any better. He was the king 
of our castle and he loved it. He would drink and be abusive, smoke dope until he couldn't move and couldn't 
practice. That motherfucker can play guitar too, and he was putting his talent to the side to live like the rock 
star he thought was. We were just playing a few small gigs at the time. He would look on a handful of people 
as a hoard of die hard fans. He loved being in the limelight, I'm sure he still does. It broke my heart when we 
had to kick him out the band, he was my lover, my brother in arms. It was us against the world at the start, 
then he lost himself. We both did | suppose. Our relationship, if you could call it that, was a constant power 
struggle. Fighting until one was on the floor, usually me. He wasn't afraid to hurt me either. l'm pretty sure he 
got off on it, then again, so did | in some sick fucked up way. | liked when we fought, a display of animalistic 
dominance, snarling teeth and closed fists. Then he would throw me on our dirty mattress, with blood stains on 


the flip side, | would struggle, he would growl and pin me down painfully. A clatter of teeth and lips, the tear of 


zippers and we'd fuck well into the night. Id end up with a sore scalp where he'd grip my hair so tight, an 
aching back and ass. But when the table turned, | gave as good as | got. The only difference was, | would feel 
guilty and nurse him. He would just leave me a shuddering sweaty mess on the mattress. | really hate Dave, | 
hate what he can be. But then, | miss the days when we could just be in each others company sober and enjoy 
ourselves. Those days were short lived What started off as a happy and at least vaguely functional 
relationship quickly turned sour. He was too drunk and angry to care, | was too proud to show that | did. He 
intimidated me and he knew it, used it to his advantage to get what he wanted. More beer, more dope, more 
sex. He was dysfunctional with or without them so it didn’t really matter, he was just slightly more pleasant to 
be around when he'd had his cocktail of excess. Lars would bitch at me, telling me he's not good enough for 
me. He'd tell me that our relationship was a joke, but that just drove me further into his arms to try and 
prove him wrong. | was madly in love with him, though I'll never know why. The night before we kicked him out 
was awful. Way too much alcohol, whiskey by the cup full. Whiskey just makes me angry, it makes Dave more 
difficult. | don't remember what happened but | woke up curled up on the back of the tipped over sofa The 
house was trashed, smashed bottles on the floor, more holes in doors and walls. The TV destroyed, like a foot 
had been put through the screen After surveying the remains of our home | looked in the dirty and cracked 
bathroom mirror. My lip was burst, dried blood all down my chin, a gash in my forehead, a blackened and 
swollen eye. | was a mess, the house was a mess. Dave wasn't much better, | walked into our bedroom and he 
was sprawled out over the mattress, swollen cheek and busted nose. He was awake, and he just sat up and 
grinned sheepishly at me. No remorse, not even a clue about what he had done. ‘Your out! | remember saying 
in a hoarse voice, | had an epiphany, it wasn't normal, what we had to deal with. Dave didn't believe me. He 
thought | was joking. After a band discussion, without Dave of course, all agreed. Especially Lars, he had been 
ecstatic when | brought it up. ‘Good fucking call man, its been a long time coming, we don't need that shit: A 
weak attempt at lifting my spirits. But still, | had to drive him, | had to see the look on his face. Misery 
masked with a broken scowl, | saw right through it. The silence was suffocating, my lip was throbbing and | 
tasted blood by the time we reached the bus station, chewed up in an attempt to stop the tears. He glanced 
at me, | glanced at him. My heart shattered, there were tears in his eyes too. ‘Crocodile tears. | told myself 
over and over, to stop it from hurting more. In a way, | would have preferred the mask he wore, there would 
have been less eating at my frayed mind. But no, seeing his tears through the blur of my own proved 
something. It proved that he cared, it had meant something to him. The broken skin, smashed bottles, hurt 
feelings. At Least beneath it all, he cared. 


